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‘When was the last time we shagged?' 


Bruce's voice broke the up til that point comfortable and friendly silence, Steve's dark eyes immediately darting 
up from the book they'd been glued to. 


Bruce was still perched casually on his bed, legs crossed at the knee as he kept - pretended - taking interest 
in the Rolling Stone magazine he was engulfed in. The long, silky strands of auburn hair covered what litle of 
Bruce's face the mag wasn't hiding. Without another word, the singer proceeded to lick the tip of his thumb 


and turn pages. 


The bassist didn't say anything, giving the other man a long look before sighing and burying his nose in his book 
again A crime mystery he'd been pulled into for days now, and he couldn't seem to let it go. Before Bruce had 


to go and bring the subject of their previous relationship - or whatever it was - up, that was. 

After a couple of minutes, Steve groaned in defeat and put the book down, rolling over onto his back and 
stretching. Fixing his eyes on the white concrete ceiling of their hotel room, he felt relieved knowing he didn't 
have to look at his companion. 


‘Why the ‘ell do ye gotta bring that up now? muttered the bassist dryly. 


‘You got any better time to talk about it? If | don't bring it up now, we're never gonna have this talk. Fucking 
face it: 


Bruce's voice was laced with something that wasn't quite anger, but closer to frustration. It made Steve 


furrow his brow, folding his arms behind his head and toying with a stray chestnut curl mostly as distraction 
‘Might be, but that doesn't mean talking about it is for the better: 

Another turn of the page echoed throughout the semi dark room. 

‘Perhaps not, was the simple reply, half muffled by the rustle of clothes against sheets as Bruce shifted. 
Steve rolled his eyes. Typical Bruce to be a drama queen about everything, he should have seen it coming. It 
had been a mutual decision to go for it, and to keep the entire ordeal a sort of friends with benefits 
arrangement. It wasn't his fault that the singer had gotten in too deep. They both knew the terms from 
square one. 

With a sigh the bassist turned over to lay on his side, inwardly cursing himself for getting sucked in again. It 
wasn't going to end well if he kept allowing the other man to do this to him, but he felt a pang of guilt when 
all that met him was a mop of tousled brown hair and the back of Bruce's shirt. The magazine lay splayed and 
forgotten on the floor. 

‘Bruce 

A small huff was his only reply, awakening the older man's infamous impatience. 

‘Bloody ‘ell, get yer ‘ead outta yer arse: 


‘Sod off. You don't wanna talk about it, then were not talking about it: 


Steve had to bite back another groan, not wanting to stir Bruce's temper. If anything was able to get them 


into a fight, provoking the smaller man was a dead sure road to take. 


‘Look, I'm not saying we're not talking about it, | just don't know wot ye want me to say. Ye gotta give me 
something to work with, the bassist finally managed to offer after a moment of internal afterthought. 


Another rustle followed, as the singer turned over again. He was now poised on his belly, arms beneath the 
pillow and faced turned towards his friend. His bangs were long enough to cover his eyes from angle and most 


of his face disappeared into the fabric of the pillow itself. 
‘| was just thinking about it, | suppose. We haven't done it in forever, was all the man had to say. 


Bruce had always been a bit of a tough nut to crack, cocky and confident on the outside. He had the biggest 
heart and a great sense of humour, but there was more to him than that. There was more than the 


fierceness and the temper and the awkwardness. There was more than childish jokes and ploys. 


It took less than a split second for the bassist to get up, the springs whining as his weight was lifted followed 
by the creaking of floor boards beneath his bare feet. Saying nothing, he settled at Bruce's side, body turned 
slightly towards the shorter man. One callused hand reached out to swipe Bruce's hair back and tuck the silky 
soft strands behind a delicate ear. The younger man stirred momentarily before stilling, seemingly leaning into 


the almost tender touch. 
‘Yer a bloody piece of work, Dickinson: 
‘Wouldn't you know it! 


There was an actual smile on the singer's lips now, revealing the dimples that Steve for some reason felt the 


infinite urge to kiss. 


‘| know it's been a while since we ‘ad some time together just the two of us, but that's life. Yer on the low, 


and I'm sorry about it. | don't really know what else to say to cheer ye up, love,’ said the older sincerely. 


Turning his head towards him, the smaller man simply kept the soft smile in place. It was the sadness in his 
amber eyes, however, that made Steve's stomach sink with remorse. It told so much without saying a single 


word, revealed so many secrets. 
‘ts alright, | know. | suppose l'm overthinking it: 
‘Im sorry, ye do know that, right? Steve pointed out, his voice gentle but serious. 


A small sigh through the nose and a weak nod of the head was Bruce's response, and the bassist couldn't help 
but feel defeated. He had known for the longest time what if was Bruce craved, but he didn't have it in him to 
give it. He had nothing to offer except the occasional sexual encounter and his undying loyalty as a friend. He 
knew it. Bruce knew it. It didn't seem to change the feelings stirred awake deep down in the singer's heart, 


though. 


‘You know | don't mean to.. feel this way about you, right? It's not like | planned it, it ain't like | went "well, how 


jolly good for me to fall head over heels in love with Harry, such a bloody swell idea to have", you know? | 


can't really do anything about it; the smaller man mumbled, fidgeting with the ends of one of his long hair 
strands. 


Steve didn't quite know what he was supposed to say to that. He had seen it coming, he had known Bruce was 
fancying him, but to have it spelled out in such a naked manner made the weight of it all the more heavy. It 
took him a long, uncomfortable silence to find his voice again and even then the answer he had to give was far 


from enough. 

‘| know. Bruce, | don't blame ye: 

‘Good mumbled the singer, turning his face further into the pillow. 

He looked as though he had given up on all his hopes, and just maybe he had. Continuing the tender petting of 
Bruce's hair, Steve ran his fingertips through the strands. He watched them slide between his fingers like a 
waterfall of browns and auburns and even the occasional golds. He breathed in the scent of post show sweat 
that a shower never quite dispelled, mingling with Bruce's usual blueberry shampoo mix and the underlying tone 
of male musk. It was so familiar, but despite their strange relationship he never once directly connected it to 
the thought or act of sex. It was simply Bruce. It was simply his best friend. 

'Bruce..? the taller man finally murmured, the increasingly darkening room swallowing the sounds. 

More rustling, the feeling of a body moving. Steve exhaled in relief to know Bruce was still awake. 

Mhm?’ 

Scooting over, the bassist laid down next to the singer. He cautiously shifted closer to the other man, until 
heir bodied molded together and the warmth of gentle breaths spirited familiarly across the side of Steve's 
neck. Tucking the smaller man's head beneath his chin, he allowed one hand to wrap around the broad 
shouldered frame as the other absentmindedly toyed with hair strands it had never let go of. 

‘tm sorry. | am: 

A shaky sigh erupted from Bruce's trembling lips, and Steve felt the tremor running through the man's body 
despite the obvious effort made to control and hide it. Rough fingers took an almost possessive hold of the 
fabric of a black shirt, and Steve felt the flutter of eyelashes against his sensitive skin 


‘Me too, whispered a voice that was struggling way too hard to remain level. 


It broke Steve's heart in two. 


